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Sunday, 8 December

The morning had been lovely, but during our singing practice
after evening Church at about half past four began the Great Storm
of 1872. Suddenly the wind rose up and began to roar at the Tower
window and shake the panes and lash the glass with torrents of rain.
It grew very dark. The storm increased and we struggled home in
torrents of rain and tempests of wind so fearful that we could hardly
force our way across the Common to the Rectory. All the evening
the roaring S.W. wind raged more and more furious. It seemed as
if the windows on the west side of the house must be blown in.
The glass cracked and strained and bent and the storm shrieked and
wailed and howled like multitudes of lost spirits. I went out to see
where the cows were, fearing that the large elms in the Avenue
might fall and crush them. The trees were writhing, swaying,
rocking, lashing their arms wildly and straining terribly in the
tempest but I could not see that any were gone yet. The twin firs
in the orchard seemed the worst off, they gave the wind such a
power and purchase, with their heavy green boughs, and their tops
were swaying fearfully and bending nearly double under the
tremendous strain. The moon was high and the clouds drove wild
and fast across her face. Dark storms and thick bkck drifts were
hurrying up out of the west, where the Almighty was making the
clouds His chariot and walking upon the wings of the wind. Now
and then the moon looked out for a moment wild and terrified
through a savage rent in the storm. '

The cows were safe in the cowyard and the door shut, though
how I cannot tell. They must have gone there for shelter and it
seemed as if the Lord had shut them in. As I stood at the cowyard
gate leading.into the field I was almost frightened at the fury of the
wind, the blasts were so awful that I feared one of the great elms
must fall. Sometimes the tempest rose to such a furious and un-
governable pitch as if hell had been let loose, that it seemed as if
something must go, and as if the very world itself must give way
and be shattered to atoms. The very beasts seemed frightened and
the dog lay close in his kennel and would not come out. I went
rcfuhd^to the front of the house and stood on the stone steps and
Svondered at the wind and thought of the poor people on Clyro
Hill and prayed for those at sea. 'For at his word the stormy wind
ariseth which lifteth up the waves thereof.' The whole world